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Who moved for three years in tone

Through the singing wards of the marriage house

And die long walks of their vows.

Now their love lies a loss

And Love and his patients roar on a chain ;

The sun's brought down with a shout.

Three years dive headlong, and the mice run out

To see the raiding moon.

TERENCE TILLER

The Singers

I heard them singing in the shadow of sand

how years grew brittle as bread between our fingers,

and the immeasurable miles our garland.

They spoke to the lute with their five-tongued hands,

and I believed the singers.

First March ran over the lawns in gold and silver;
and the wheel shook, and it was May; then
every hour danced on a dulcimer
on citadels of air. After summer
came the thunder of wrath of men,

and days were poison into a clear glass,
coiling from the sky; love was power and terror.
And the heart knew them, tightened like a windlass,
dredging the horrible from unseen places
behind cloaks and mirrors.

Bent as a face watched in a water-bubble,
the sick year stood round us wearing ghosts;